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Explanation of the Situation 


Author's Notes: 
This is inspired by another fic, which | can\'t remember the name of. if the author of that fic is bothered by 
this, tell me. and i wrote the lyrics myself. i do not own \'Sick Love Song\ or MC. bummer. 


Do you know what you do to me? 
You drive me insane 

| hate you, I've never loved you 

You just bring me pain 

But the pleasure it's worth it 

Even though you're fucking worthless 
Please don't stop 

Slap me in the face 


Make me scream, put me in my place 


"WHAT THE FUCK DID YOU DO TO HIMI?" 


Fuck, | should have known, I'm gonna pay for this. 


"Who?" 

"Oh, don't you fucking lie, you know exactly WHO I'm talking about! What the fuck did he do to youl? You punch 
him in the nose, WHAT THE FUCK DID HE DO TO YOU!?" 

| didn't say a word. Nothing would help. 

He grabs me by my shirt, pushes me against the wall, and slaps me in the face. 

"Tommy never did a fucking THING to youl And you fucking BROKE HIS NOSEI? He didn't do a thing to deserve 
that, not like you, you worthless little slut.” 

He punches me in the gut, | hate that feeling, like you have all the air knocked out of you. 

He grabs me by my hair, and throws me down on the bed. He bites at my neck ‘till it makes a mark, and I'm 
moaning. 

My clothes are thrown to the floor. Luckily, this time l'M not. 

He tears at every inch of my skin he can reach, bruising my neck. 

Don't go thinking he rapes me. | want it. | need it. 

| dig my nails into his back, and he makes me scream. 

The bed creaks rhythmically, and I'm getting close. 

He slams into me even harder, and | moan and clench around his cock 

| let out a long moan as | cum, and he cums too, filling me up, calling out Tommy's name. 

He immediatly pulls out of me, and goes to clean himself up. 


| grab my clothes, and head to the bathroom too. 


You know what's the REALLY sick thing? 

Sometimes | actually wish we could be in love. 

And maybe he could kiss me, not give me a slap in the face. 

Even though we've been fucking like this for a while, | don't think he's ever kissed me. 

And you know, I'm really fine with this arrangement. 

| wonder why Nikki does this to me, | think he's trying to punish me for something, not knowing that | like it. 
Probably ‘cause I've always hated him too, and, | broke Tommy's nose last night. 

| don't know why, | barely even remember doing it, so don't ask 

He is in love with Tommy, and they fight a lot, but they always end up being in love again in the end. 

You might not believe what Mick did yesterday. 

He just walked up, and HUGGED me. Mick Mars does not HUG people. | wonder what's going on with him, l'm 
gonna ask him today.. 

| know why he hugged me, but its MICK, so knowing why doesn't even come close to explaining why. 


You know what? | HATE writing in this diary, because Nikki keeps one, and | don't want to have anything in 
common with him. 

But | have to do it, otherwise | would explode. 

And | should probably be honest with myself, so I'm gonna write how | feel. 

It hurts. The bruises and cuts hurt, and the way he thinks of me, a worthless slut (even though it's true) 


hurts too. 

But | don't fucking care. | still want him to stay, even though he hurts me. | hate being alone. 

And you know what? | love Nikki. I've always loved him, and admired him, because he has actual talent, unlike 
me. 

| love him, and | want him to kiss my bruises and stay with me all night and hold me and tell me ‘I love you'. 
If anyone finds this thing, I'm so fucking busted. 

Ill never ask him to stop hurting me, cuz then we'll stop fucking, and that's honestly the best part of my 
week, being close to him. 

Even though he would rather repeatedly stab himself in the eye with a fork than tell me he loves me (even 
though he doesn't), | don't fucking care. 

I've always hoped that maybe he did love me in some sick, twisted, mixed-up way. 

‘Cause | feel that way about him. | love these cuts and bruises, he gave them to me. 


| know how fucking crazy and sick we are, so don't say it. We're as happy with each other as we could ever be. 


We're never gonna change. 


